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THE DESERTED VILLAGE. 



COLOSirXTH. 



Sweet auburn I loveliefl village of the plain; 

Where health and plenty cheer'd the labouring fwain ; 

Where fmiling fpring its earlieft vifit paid , 

And parting fummer's lingering blooms delayed. 

Dear lovely bowVs of innocence and eafe , 

Seats of my youth , when evVy fport could pleafe , 

How often have I loiter'd o'er thy green , 

Where humble happinefs endear'd each fcene! 

How often have I paus'd on evVy charm , 

The shelter'd cot, the cultivated farm, 

The never-failing brook, the bufy mill, 

The decent church, that top't the neighboring hill , 

The hawthorn bush, with feats beneath the shade. 

For talking age and whifp'ring lovers made ! 

How often have I bleft the coming day. 

When toil remitting lent its turn to play , 

And all the village train, from labour free , 

Led up their fports beneath the fpreading tree, 

While many a paftime circle'd in the shade, 

The young contending as the old furvey'd; 

And many a gambol frolicd o'er the ground, 

And fleights of art and feats of ftrength went round. 

And ftill as each repeated pleafure tir'd ', 

Succeeding fports the mirthful band infpir*d. 
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The dancing pair that fimply fought renown, 

By holding out to tire each other down ; 

The fwain miflruftlefs of his fmutted face , 

While fecret laughter titter d round tlie place; 

The bashful virgin's fide-long looks of love, 

The matron's glance diat would thofe looks reprove, 

Thefe were thy channs , fweet village ! fports like tliefe, 

With fweet fucceffion, taught e'en toil to pleafe; 

Thefe round diy bow'rs their cheerful influence shed , 

Thefe were thy charms— But all these charms are fled. 

Sweet fmiling village, lovelieft of the lawn. 
Thy fports are fled, and all thy charms withdrawn; 
Amidft thy bow'rs the tyrant's hand is feen, 
And defoladon faddens all thy green : 
One only mailer grafps the whole domain, 
And half a tillage flints thy fmiling plain ; 
No more thy glafly brook reflects die day. 
But choak'd widi fedges^ works its weedy way; 
Along thy glades, a folitary gueft^ 
The hollow-founding bittern guards its neft ; 
Amidft thy defart walks tlie lapwing flies , 
And dres thy echoes with unvary'd cries. 
Sunk are thy bow'rs in shapelefs ruin all , 
And the long grafs o'ertops the mouldVing wall , 
And trembling, shrinking from the fpoiler's hand, 
Far, far away thy children leave the land. 
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Ill fares the land , to haft'ning ills a prey; 
Where wealth accumulates , and men decay : 
Princes and Lords may flourish, or may fade; 
A breath can make them, as a breath has made: 
But a bold peafantry , their country's pride , 
When once deftroy'd, can never be fupply'd. 

A time there was, ere England's griefs began, 
When every rood of ground maintain'd its man ; 
For him light labour fpread her wholefome ftore ; 
Juft gave what life requir'd , but gave no more ; 
His bell companions , innocence and health ; 
And his beft riches, ignorance of wealth. 

But times are alter'd: trade's unfeeling train 
Ufurp the land , and difpoflefs the fwain ; 
Along the lawn, where fcatter'd hamlets rofe, 
Unwieldy wealth and cumb'rous pomp repofe ; 
And ev'ry want to luxury ally'd, 
And ev'ry pang that folly pays to pride. 
Thofe gende hours that plenty bade to bloom , 
Thofe calm defires that ask'd but litde room , 
Thofe healthful fports that grac'd the peaceful fcene , 
Liv'd in each look, and brightened all the green; 
Thefe, far departing, feek a kinder shore, 
And rural mirth and manners are no more. 

Sweet Auburn .'parent of the blisful hour, 
Thy glades forlorn confefs the tyrant's powVi 
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Here, as I take my folitary rounds, 
Amidft thy tangled walks, and ruin'd grounds, 
And many a year elaps'd, return to view. 
Where once the cottage flood, the hawthorn grew. 
Remembrance wakes with all her bufy train. 
Swells at my breaft, and turns the paft to pain. 

In all my wand'rings round this world of care, 
In all my griefs— and God has giv'n my share— 
I ftill had hopes my lateft hours to crown, 
Amidft thefe humble bow'rs to lay me down; 
To husband out life's taper at tlie clofe , 
And keep the flame from wafting by repofe : 
I ftill had hopes , for pride attends us ftill , 
Amidft the fwains to shew my book-learn'd skill, 
Around my fire an evening group to draw, 
And tell of all I felt , and all I faw ; 
And, as a hare, whom hounds and horns purfue. 
Pants to the place from whence at first it flew, 
I ftill had hopes, my long vexations paft. 
Here to return — and die at home at laft. 

O bleft retirement, friend to life's decline. 
Retreats from care, that never muft be mine. 
How bleft is he who crowns, in shades like thefe, 
A youth of labour with an age of eafe; 
Who quits a world where ftrong temptations try. 
And, fmce 'tis hard to combat, learns to fly! 
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For him no wretches , bom to work and weep ; 

Explore the mine , or tempt the dang'rous deep ; 

No furly porter ftands in guihy ftate, 

To fpum imploring famine from the gate; 

But on he moves to meet his latter end, 

Angels around befriending virtue's friend; 

Sinks to the grave with unperceiv'd decay, 

While refignation gendy flopes the way; 

And, all his profpefts bright'ning to the lafl; 

His heav'n commences e'er the world be pafs'd! 

Sweet was the found, when oft, at evening's clofe; 

Up yonder hill the village murmur rofe; 

There, as I paft, with carelefs fteps and flow, 

The mingling notes came foften'd from below; 

The fwain refponfive as the milk-maid fung. 

The fober herd that low'd to meet their young; 

The noify geefe that gabbl'd o'er the pool. 

The playful children just let loose from fchool, 

The watch-dog's voice that bay'd the whifp'ring wind , 

And the loud laugh that fix)ke the vacant mind; 

Thefe all in fweet confufion fought the shade, 

And fill'd each paufe the nightingale had made. 

But now the founds of populadon fail. 

No cheerful murmurs fluduate in the gale, 

No bufy fteps the grafs-grown foot-way tread, 

But all the bloomy flush of life is fled. 

B 
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All but yon widow'd, folitary thing, 
That feebly bends befide the plashy fpring ; 
She, wretched matron, forc'd, in age, for bread. 
To ftrip the brook with mantling crefTes fpread, 
To pick her wintVy faggot from the thorn, 
To feek her nightly shed, and weep till morn; 
She only left of all the harmlefs train. 
The fad hiftorian of the penfive plain. 

Near yonder copfe where once the garden fmil'd , 
And ftill where many a garden flower grows wild. 
There, where a few torn shrubs the place difclofe, 
The village preacher's modeft manlion rofe. 
A man he was, to all the country dear, 
And pafling rich with forty pounds a year; 
Remote from towns he ran his godly race. 
Nor e'er had chang'd or wish'd to change his place: 
Unskilful he to fawn, or feek for pow'r. 
By doctrines fashioned to the varying hour; 
Far other aims his heart had learn'd to prize. 
More bent to raife the wretched than to rife. 
His houfe was known to all the vagrant train. 
He chid their wand'rings, but relieved their pain. 
The long-remember'd beggar was his gueft, 
Whofe beard defcending, fwept his aged breaft; 
The ruin'd fpendthrift now no longer proud, 
Claim'd kindred there and had his claim allowed; 
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The broken foldier kindly bade to ftay; 
Sat by the fire, and talk'd the night away; 
Wept o'er his wounds , or tales of forrow done , 
Shoulder'd his crutch, and shew'd how fields were won. 
Pleas'd with his guefts , the good man leam'd to glow, 
And quite forgot their vices in their woe; 
Carelefs their merits or their faults to fcan, 
His pity gave ere charity began. 

Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride, 
And e'en his failings lean'd to virtue's fide; 
But in his duty prompt at ev'ry call. 
He watch'd and wept, he pray'd, and felt for all. 
And, as a bird each fond endearment tries. 
To tempt her new-fledg'd ofispring to the skies; 
He try'd each art, reprov'd each dull delay, 
Allur'd to brighter worlds, and led the way. 

Beside the bed , where pardng life was laid , 
And forrow, guilt, and pain, by turns difmay'd. 
The rev'rend champion ftood. At his controul, 
Defpair and anguish fied the ftruggling foulj 
Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raife, 
And his laft faultVing accents whifper'd praife. 

At church, with meek and unaffe6led grace. 
His looks adom'd the venerable place; 
Truth from his lips prevailed with double fway. 
And fools, who came to feoff, remained to pray. 
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The fervice paft, around the pious marij, 

With ready zeal, each honeft ruftic ran; 

E'en children followed with endearing wile , 

And pluck'd his gown, to share die good man's fmile. 

His ready finile a parent's warmth expreft, 

Their welfare pleas'd him, and their cares diftrefs'd, 

To them his heart, his love, his griefs were giv'n. 

But all his ferious thoughts had reft in heaven. 

As fome tall cliff that lifts its awful form , 

Swells from the vale , and mid^vay leaves the ftorm , 

Tho' round its breaft the rolling clouds are fpread, 

Eternal funshine fetdes on its head. 

Beside yon ftraggling fence that skirts the way, 

With bloffom furze unprofitably gay. 

There, in his noify manfion skill'd to rule. 

The village mafter taught his litde fchool : 

A man fevere he was , and ftern to view ; 

I knew him well , and ev'ry truant knew ; 

Well had the boding tremblers learn'd to trace 

The day's difafters in his morning face ; 

Full well they laugh'd with counterfeited glee. 

At all his jokes, for many a joke had he; 

Full well the bufy whifper circling round, 

Convey'd the difmal tidings when he frown'd; 

Yet he was kind , or if fevere in aught , 

The love he bore to learning was in fault; 

The 
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The village all declar'd how much he knew; 
^Twas certain he could write and cypher too; 
Lands he could meafure, terms and tides prefage^ 
And e'en the ftory ran that he could gauge : 
In arguing too, the parfon own'd his skill, 
For e'en though vanquished, he could argue ftill, 
While words of learned length , and thund'ring found 
Amaz'd the gazing ruftics rang'd around, 
And ftill they gaz'd, and ftill the wonder grew, 
That one fmall head could carry all he knew. 
But paft is all his fame. The very fpot 
Where many a time he triumphed is forgot. 
Near yonder thorn that lifts its head on high, 
Where once the fign-poft caught the paffing eye, 
Low lies that houfe where nut-brown draughts infpir'd ^ 
Where grey-beard mirth, and fmiling toil retir'd. 
Where village ftatefmen talked with looks profound^ 
And news much older than their ale went round. 
Imagination fondly ftoops to trace 
The parlour fplendors of that feftive place ; 
The white-wash'd wall, the nicely fanded floor, 
The varnish'd clock that click'd behind the door; 
The cheft contriv'd a double debt to pay, 
A bed by night, a cheft of draw'rs by day; 
The pidlures plac'd for ornament and ufe , 
The twelve good rules , the royal game of goofe ; 
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The hearth, except when winter chill'd the day, 
With afpin bows, and flowers and fennel gay, 
While broken tea-cups , wifely kept for show , 
RangVl o'er the chimney, gliftend in a row. 

Vain tranfitory fplendour! could not all 
Reprieve the tott'ring manlion from it's fall! 
Obfcure it finks, nor shall it more impart 
An hour's importance to the poor man's heart; 
Thither no more the peafant shall repair 
To fweet obliv ion of his daily care ; 
No more tlie farmer's news , the barbers tale , 
No more tlie wood-man's ballad shall prevail ; 
No more the fmith his dusky brow shall clear, 
Relax his pond'rous ftrength, and lean to hear; 
The hoft himfelf no longer shall be found 
Careful to fee the mantling blifs go round ; 
Nor the coy maid, half willing to be preft, 
Shall kifs the cup to pafs it to the reft. 

Ye s ! let the rich deride , the proud difdain , 
Thefe fimple bleflings of the lowly train, 
To me more dear, congenial to my heart. 
One native charm , than all the glofs of art ; 
Spontaneous joys, where nature has its play. 
The foul adopts, and owns their firft-born fway; 
jLightly they frolic o'er the vacant mind, 
JJnenvy'd, unmolefted, unconfin'd: 
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But the long pomp, the midnight mafquerade; 
With all the freaks of wanton wealth array'd, 
In thefe, ere triflers half tlieir wish obtain, 
The toiling pleafure fickens into pain; 
And, e'en while fashion's brighteft arts decoy, 
The heart diftrufting asks if this be joy ? 

Ye friends to truth, ye ftatefmen who fur\'ey 
The rich man's joys encreafe, die poor's decay, 
'Tis yours to judge how wide the Hmits Hand 
Between a fplendid and a happy land. 
Proud fwells the tide with loads of freighted ore, 
And shouting folly hails them from her shore; 
Hoards , e'en beyond the mifer's wish , abound , 
And rich men flock from all the world around ; 
Yet count our gains : This wealth is but a name 
That leaves our ufeful product ftill the fame. 
Not fo our lofs. The man of wealth and pride 
Takes up a fpace that many poor fupply'd ; 
Space for his lake, his park's extended bounds. 
Space for his horfes, equipage and hounds; 
The robe that wraps his limbs in filken floth 
Has robb'd the neighb'ring fields of half their growth; 
His feat, where folitary fports are feen, 
Indignant fpurns the cottage from the green , 
Around the world each ufeful produ6l flies, 
For all the luxuries die world fupplies. 
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While thus the land adoin'd for pleafure all, 
In barren fplendor feebly waits the fall. 

As fome fair female unadorn'd and plain, 
Secure to pleafe while youdi confirms her reign, 
Slights ev'ry borrow'd charm that drefs fupplies, 
Nor shares with art the triumph of her eyes ; 
But when thofe charms are paft, for charms are frail, 
When time advances, and when lovers fail, 
She then shines forth, fohcitous to blefs. 
In all die glaring impotence of drefs. 
Thus fares the land, by luxury betray'd. 
In nature's fimpleft charms at firft array'd, 
But verging to dechne , its fplendors rife , 
Its villas flrike, its palaces furprife; 
While, fcourg'd by famine from the fmiling land. 
The mournful peafant leads his humble band; 
And while he finks, without one arm to fave. 
The country blooms a garden— and a grave. 

Where then , ah ! where shall poverty refide , 
To Tcape the prefsure of contiguous pride ? 
If to fome common's fencelefs limits Ilray'd, 
He drives his flock to pick tlie fcanty blade, 
Thofe fencelefs fields the fons of wealth divide, 
And e'en the bare-worn common is deny'd. 

If to the city fped— What waits him there? 

To fee profufion that he mull not share; 

To 
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To fee ten thoufand baneful arts combin'd 

To pamper luxury, and thin mankind; 

To fee each joy the fons of pleafure know, 

Extorted from his fellow-creature's woe. 

Here, while the courtier glitters in brocade, 

There the pale artift plies the fickly trade; 

Here, while the proud their long-drawn pomps difplay, 

There the black gibbet glooms befide the way. 

The dome where pleafure holds her midnight reign , 

Here , richly deckt , admits the gorgeous train ; 

Tumultuous grandeur crouds the blazing fquare. 

The ratding chariots clash, the torches glare. 

Sure fcenes like thefe no troubles e'er annoy! 

Sure thefe denote one univerfal joy! 

Are thefe thy ferious thoughts ?— Ah , turn thine eyes 

Where the poor houfelefs shiv'ring female lies. 

She, once, perhaps, in village plenty bleft. 

Has wept at tales of innocence diftrefs'd; 

Her modeft looks the cottage might adorn, 

Sweet as the primrofe peeps beneath the thorn; 

Now loft to all, her friends, her virtue fled. 

Near her betrayer's doors she lays her head. 

And , pinch'd with cold, and shrinking from the shower 

With heavy heart deplores the lucklefs hour, 

When idly firft , ambitious of the town , 

She left her wheel , and robes of country brown* 

D 
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Do thine, fweet Auburn , thine, the lovelieft train, 
Do thy fair tribes participate her pain? 
E'en now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led, 
At proud mens doors they ask a litde bread ! 

An , no. To diftant climes , a dreary fcene , 
Where half the convex world intrudes between , 
Through torrid tra6ls with fainting fteps they go , 
Where wild Altama murmurs to their woe. 
Far different there from all that charm'd before, 
The various terrors of that horrid shore; 
Those blazing funs that dart a downward ray, 
And fiercely shed intolerable day; 
Thofe matted woods where birds forget to fing, 
But filent bats in drowfy clufters cling; 
Thofe poif 'nous fields with rank luxuriance crown'd , 
Where the dark scorpion gathers death around ; 
Where at each ftep the ft ranger fears to wake 
The rattling terrors of the vengeful fnake , 
Where crouching tigers wait their haplefs prey, 
And.favage men more murd'rous ftill than theyj 
While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies, 
Mingling the ravag'd landfcape with the skies , 
Far different thefe from ev^ry former fcene , 
The cooling brook , the gralTy-vefted green , 
The breezy covert of the warbling grove, 
That only sheltered thefts of harmlefs love. 
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Good Heav'n! what forrows gloom'd that parting day, 

That caird them from their native walks away; 

When the poor exiles, ev'ry pleafure paft, 

Hung round the bow'rs, and fondly look'd their laft, 

And took a long farewell, and wish'd in vain 

For feats like thefe beyond the weftern main; 

And shuddering ftiU to face the diftant deep, 

Returned and wept, and ftill return'd to weep* 

The good old fire , the firft prepared to go 

To new-found worlds , and wept for other's woe ; 

But for himfelf, in confcious virtue brave. 

He only wish'd for worlds beyond the grave. 

His lovely daughter , lovelier in her tears , 

The fond companion of his haplefs years , 

Silent went next, negledful of her charms, 

And left her lovers for her fathers arms. 

With louder plaints, the mother fpoke her woes. 

And bleft the cot where ev'ry pleafure rofe; 

And kift her thoughdefs babes with many a tear. 

And clafpt them clofe, in forrow doubly dear; 

Whilft the fond husband ftrove to lend relief 

In all the filent manlinefs of grief. 

O, luxury! thou curft by heaven's decree. 

How ill exchanged are things like thefe for thee! 

How do thy potions with infidious joy , 

DifFufe their pleafures only to deftroy ! 
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Kingdoms by thee , to fickly greatnefs gro^^^l , 

Boaft of a florid vigour not their own. 

At ev'ry draught more large and large they grow, 

A bloated mafs of rank unwieldy woe ; 

Till sapp'd their flrength , and ev'ry part unfound , 

Down', down they fink, and fpread a ruin round. 

E'e n now the devaftadon is begun , 
And half the bus'nefs of diftruclion done; 
E'en now, methinks, as pondVing here I ftand, 
I fee the rural virtues leave the land. 
Down where yon anchoring veflel fpreads the fail 
That idly waiung flaps with every gale, 
Downward they move, a melancholy band^ 
Pafs from the shore, and darken all the flrand. 
Contented toil, and hofpitable care. 
And kind connubial tendernefs, are there; 
And piety with wishes plac'd above. 
And fteady loyalty, and faithful love. 
And thou fweet poetry, thou lovelieft maid^ 
Still firft to fly where fenfual joys invade ; 
Unfit in thefe degenerate times of shame 
To catch the heart , or ftrive for honeft fame ; 
Dear charming nymph, neglected and decry'd. 
My shame in crouds , my folitary pride , 
Thou fource of all my blifs , and all my woe , 
Th^t found'Il me poor at firll , and keep'ft me fo ; 
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Thou guide, by which the nobler arts excel, 
Thou source of ev'ry virtue, fare thee well; 
Farewell, and O! where'er thy voice be try'd; 
On Tornio's chfTs , or Pambamarca's fide , 
Whether where equinoctial fervours gloAV, 
Or winter wraps the polar world in fnow , 
Still let thy voice, prevailing over time, 
Redrefs the rigours of th'inclement clime ; 
Aid flighted truth , with thy perfuafive ftrain ; 
Teach erring man to fpurn the rage of gain ; 
Teach him, that ftates of nadve ftrength poffeft, 
Though very poor, may ftill be very bleft; 
That trade's proud empice haftes to fwift decay, 
As ocean fweeps the laboured mole away; 
While felf-dependent pow'r can dme defy, 
As rocks refill the billows and the sky. 
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JL HE curfew tolls tlie knell of parting day, 
The lowing herd winds flowly o'er the lea. 
The plowman homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darknefs and to me. 

Now fades the gUmm'ring landfcape on the fight. 
And all the air a folemn ftillnefs holds , 

Save where the beede wheels his drony flight. 
And drowsy tinklings lull the diftant folds; 

Save that, from yonder ivy-mantled towV, 
The moping owl does to the Moon complain 

Of fuch, as, wand'ring near her fecret bow'r, 
Moleft her ancient, folitary reign. 

Beneath thofe rugged elms, that yew-tree's shade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap , 

Each in his narrow cell for ever laid , 
The rude forefathers of the hamlet fleep. 

The breezy call of incenfer-breathing morn, 

The fvvallow,twitt'ring from the ftraw-built shed. 

The cock's shrill clarion, or the echoing horn. 
No more shall roufe them from their lowly bed. 
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Perhaps in this negleded fpot is laid 

Some heart once pregnant with celeftial fire: 

Hands , that the rod of empire might have fway'd , 
Or wak'd to extafy the living lyre. 

But knowledge to their eyes her ample page; 

Rich with the fpoils of Time , did ne'er unroll ; 
Chill Penury reprefs'd their noble rage ^ 

And froze the genial current of the foul. 

Full many a gem , of pureft. ray ferene , 
The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear; 

Full many a flow'r is bom to blush unfeen , 
And walte its fweetnefs on the defart air. 

Some yillage-Hampden ; that with daundefs breaft 
The little tyrant of his fields withftood ; 

Some mute inglorious Milton here may reft; 
Some Cromwell guildefs of his country's blood. 

Th' applaufe of lift'ning fenates to command , 
The threats of pain and ruin to defpife , 

To fcatter plenty o'er a fmiling land , 
And read their hiftory in a nations eyes, 

Their lot forbade: nor circumfcrib'd alone 

Their growing virtues but their crimes confin'd; 

Forbade to wade through Daughter to a throne, 
And shut the gates of mercy on mankind; 
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The ftruggling pangs of confcious truth to hide; 

To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame , 
Or heap the shrine of Luxury and Pride 

With incenfe kindled at the Mufe's flame. 

Far from the madding crowd's ignoble ftrife 
Their fober wishes never leam'd to ftray; 

Along the cool fequefter'd vale of life 
They kept the noifelefs tenor of their way. 

Yet e'en thefe bones frbm infult to pro ted, 

Some frail memorial ftill ereded nigh , 
With uncouth rhimes and shapelefs fculpture deck'd , 

Implores the paffing tribute of a figh. 

Their name, their years, fpelt by th' unlettered mufe, 

The place of fame and elegy fupply; 
And many a holy text around she ftrews, 

That teach the ruftic moralift to die. 

For who, to dumb forgetfulnefs a prey. 
This pleafmg anxious being e'er refign'd , 

Left the warm precinds of the cheerful day , 
Nor call one longing, ling'ring, look behind? 

On fome fond breaft the parting foul relies , 
Some pious drops the clofing eye requires : 

E'en from the tomb the voice of nature cries , 
E'en in our ashes live their wonted fires. 
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For thee, who, mindful of th' unhonour'd dead, 
Doft in thefe hncs their ardefs tale relate; 

If, chance, by lonely Contemplation led, 
Some kindred fpirit shall inquire thy fate; 

Haply fome hoary-headed fwain may fay, 

" Oft have we feen him, at the peep of dawn. 

Brushing, with hafty fteps, the dews away, 
To meet the fun upon the upland lawn. 

There at the foot of yonder nodding beech , 
That wreathes its old fantaftic roots fo high. 

His liftlefs length at noon-ude would he ftretch; 
And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 

Hard by yon wood , now fmiling , as in fcorn , 
Mutt'ring his. wayward fancies, he would rovej 

Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn. 
Or craz'd with care, or crofs'd in hopelefs love. 

One morn I mifs'd him on th' accuftom'd hill , 
Along the heath, and near his fav'rite tree: 

Another came ; nor yet befide the rill , 

Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he, 

The next, with dirges due, in fad array, 

Slow thro' the church-yard path we faw him borne , 

Approach and read (for thou canft read) the lay, 
Gr^v'd on the ftone beneath yon aged thorn.'* 
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Here refts his head upon the lap of earth, 
A youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown; 

Fair fcience fro^vn'd not on his humble birth, 
And Melancholy mark'd him for her own. 

Large was his bounty, and his foul fmcere, 
Heav'n did a recompence as largely fend: 

He gave to Mis'ry all he had, a tear; 

He gain'd from Heav'n ('twas all he wish'd) a friend. 

No farther feek his merits to difclofe. 

Or draw his fraildes from their dread abode. 

There they alike in trembling hope repofe 
The bofom of his Father and his God. 



MONODY. 

Ltttleton. 



jHLT length efcap'd from ev'ry human eye , 

From ev'ry duty, ev'ry care, 
That in my mournful thoughts might claim a share, 
Or force my tears their flowing ftream to dry; 
Beneath the gloom of this embow'ring shade , 
This lone retreat, for tender forrow made, 
I now may give my burden'd heart relief, 

And pour forth all my ftores of grief; 
Of grief furpaffing every other woe , 
Far as the pureft blifs , the happieft love 

Can on th' ennobled mind beftow, 

Exceeds the vulgar joys that move 
Our grofs delires, inelegant and low. 
.Ye tufted groyes, ye gendy-falling rills. 

Ye high o'ershadowing hills. 
Ye lawns gay-fmiling with eternal green. 

Oft have you my Lucy feen ! 
But never shall you now behold her more: 

Nor will she now, with fond delight, 
And tafte refin'd , your rural charms explore. 
Clos'd are thofe beauteous eyes in endlefs night, 
Thofe beauteous eyes, where beaming us'd to shine 
Reafon's pure light, and Virtue's fpark divine. 
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Oft would the Dryads of thefe woods rejoice 

To hear her heavenly voice; 
For her defpifing , when she deign'd to fing ; 

The fweeteft fongfters of the fpring : 
The woodlark and the linnet pleas'd no more, 

The nightingale was mute, 

And every shepherd's flute 
Was call in fcorn away , 
While all attended to her fweeter lay. 
Ye larks and linnets , now refume your fong : 

And thou, melodious Philomel, 

Again thy plaintive ftory tell ; 
For death has ftopp'd that tuneful tongue, 
^Whofe mufic could alone your warbling notes exceL 

In vain I look around 

O'er all the well-known ground , 
My Lucy's wonted footfteps to defcry; 

Where oft we us'd to walk; 

Where oft in tender talk 
We faw the fummer fun go down the sky ; 

Nor by yon fountain's fide , 

Nor where its waters glide 
Along the valley , can she now be found : 
In all the wide-ftretch'd profpeft's ample bound ,' 

No more my mournful eye 

Can aught of her efpy. 

But the fad facred earth where her dear relics lie. 

G 
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O shades of Ilagley, where is now your boaft? 

Your bright inliabitant is loft. 
You she preferred to all the gay reforts 
Where female vanity might wish to shine, 
The pomp of cities, and the pride of courts. 
Her modeft beauties shunn'd the public eye : 

To your fequefter'd dales 

And flower-embroider'd vales, 
From an admiring world she chofe to fly. 
With Nature there retir'd, and Nature's God, 

The filent paths of wifdom trod , 
And banish'd every paflion from her breaft; 

But thofe, the gentleft and the beft, 
Whofe holy flames with energy divine 
The virtuous heart enliven and improve, 
The conjugal and the maternal love. 

Sweet babes! who, like the little playful fawns, 

Were wont to trip along thefe verdant lawns, 
By your delighted mothers fide. 
Who now your infant fteps shall guide? 
Ah ! where is now the hand , whofe tender care 
To every virtue would have form'd your youth. 
And ftrew'd with flow'rs the thorny ways of truth ? 
O lofs beyond repair! 

O wretched father ! left alone , 
To weep their dire misfortune, and thy own! 
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How shall thy weaken'd mind, opprefs'd with woe, 

And , drooping o'er thy Lucy's grave , 
Perform the duties that you doubly owe ! 
Now she alas! is gone, 
From folly and from vice their helplefs age to fave ? 
Where were ye, Mufes, when relentlefs fate 
From thefe fond arms your fair difciple tore; 
From thefe fond arms, that vainly drove 
With haplefs, ineffedual love. 
To guard her bofom from the mortal blow? 
Could not your favouring power, Aonian maids, 
Could not, alas! your power prolong her date; 
For whom fo oft, in thefe infpiring shades. 
Or under Camden's mofs-clad mountains hoar. 
You open'd all your facred ftore; 
Whate'er your ancient fages taught, 
Your ancient bards fublimely thought. 
And bade her raptur'd brealt with all your fpirit glow ? 
Nor then did Pindus or Callalia's plain. 
Or Aganippe's fount, your fteps detain, 
.Nor in the Thefpian vallies did you play; 
.Nor then on Xfincio's bank 
Befet with ofiers dank. 
Nor where Clitumnus rolls his gentle ftream. 
Nor where , through hanging woods , 
Steep Anio pours his floods, 
Nor yet where Meles or Iliflus ftray. 
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Ill does it now befeem, 
That, of your guardian care bereft, 
To dire difeafe and death your darling should be left* 
Now what avails it, that in early bloom. 
When light fantaftic toys 
Are all her fex's joys , 
With you she fearch'd the wit of Greece and Rome ; 
And all that in her latter days , 
To emulate her ancient praife , 
Italians happy genius could produce; 
Or what the Gallic fire 
Bright fparkling could infpire, 
By all the Graces tempered and refin'd; 
Or what, in Britain's ifle, 
Moll favoured with your fmile , 
The powVs of Reafon and of Fancy join'd 
To full perfedlion have confpir'd to raife ? 

Ah! what is now the ufe 
Of all thefe treafures that enrich'd her mind. 
To black Oblivion's gloom for ever now confign*d! 
At leaft, ye Nine, her fpotlefs name 
'Tis yours from death to fave. 
And in the temple of immortal Fame 
With golden charadlers her worth engrave^ 

Come then , ye virgin fillers , come , 
And flrew with choiceft flow'rs her hallow'd tomb ; 

But 
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But foremoft thouj in fable veftment clad, 

With accents fweet and fad, 
Thou plaintive Mufe, whom o'er his Laura's urn 

Unhappy Petrarch calFd to mourn; 
O come, and to this fairer Laura pay 
A more impallionM tear, a more pathetic lay! 

Tell how each beauty of her mind and face 
Was brightened by fome fweet peculiar grace ! 
How eloquent in ev'ry look 
Thro' her exprellive eyes her foul dillin6lly fpoke ! 
Tell how her manners, by the world refin'd 
Left all the taint of modish vice behind , 
And made each charm of polish'd courts agree 
With candid Truth's fimplicity. 
And uncorrupted Innocence! 

Tell how to more than manly fenfe 
She join'd the foft'ning influence 
Of more than female tendernefs : 
How 5 in the thoughdefs days of wealth and joy , 
Which oft the care of others good deftroy, 

Her kindly-melting heart. 

To every want, and every woe. 

To guilt itfelf when in diftrefs , 

The balm of pity would impart. 
And all relief that bounty could beIlo\y ! 
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E'en for the kid or lamb, that pour'd its life 

Beneath the bloody knife, 

Her gentle tears would fall; 
Tears, from .fvveet \'irtue's foiirce, benevolent to all. 

Not only good and kind, 
But ftrong and elevated was her mind : 

A fpirit tliat with noble pride 

Could look fuperior down 

On Fortune's fmile or frown; 
That could, without regret or pain, 
To A^irtue's loweil duty facrifice 
Or Interell or Ambition's higheft prize ; 
That, injur d or offended, never tried 
Its dignity, by vengeance, to maintain, 
But by magnanimous difdain. 
A wit that, temperately bright, 

With inoffenlive light 

All pleafing shone; nor ever paft 
The decent bounds that Wifdom's fober hand, 
And fweet Benevolence's mild command. 
And bashful Modefly, before it caft. 
A prudence undeceiving, undeceiv'd, 
That nor too litde nor too much believ'd; 
That fcorn'd unjuft Sufpicion's coward fear, 
And , without weaknefs , knew to be fincere. 
Such Lucy was, when, in her faireft days, 
Amidft t}i' acclahn of univerfal praife, 



A M O N O D Y. 3 1 

111 life's and glory's fresheft bloom , 
Death came remorfelefs on ^ and funk her to the tomb. 
So 5 where the filent ftreams of Liris glide, 
In the foft bofom of Campania's vale , 
When now the wint'ry tempefts all are fled, 
And genial fummer breathes her gentle gale , 
The verdant orange lifts its beauteous head ; 
From ev'ry branch the balmy flow'rets rife, 
On ev'ry bough the golden fruits are feen; 
With odours fweet it fills the fmiling skies, 
The wood-nymphs tend it, and th' Idalian queen: 
But, in the midft of all its blooming pride, 
A fudden blaft from Apenninus blows. 
Cold with perpetual fnow^s; 
The tender blighted plant shrinks up its leaves, and dies. 
Arife , O Petrarch ! from th' Elyfian bowers , 
With never-fading myrtles twin'd, 
And fragrant with ambrofial flowers, 
Where to thy Laura thou again art join'd; 
Arife, and hither bring the filver lyre, 

Tun'd by thy skilful hand. 
To the foft notes of elegant defire, 

Widi which o'er many a land 
Was fpread the fame of thy difaflrous love ; 
To me refign the vocal shell. 
And teach my forrows to relate 
Their melancholy tale fo well, 
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As may een things inanimate. 
Rough moutain oaks, and clefart rocks, to pity move. 
What were, alas! thy woes, compare! to mine? 
To thee thy miftrefs in the blifsful band 

Of Hymen never gave her hand ; 
The joys of wedded love were never diine. 

In thy domeftic care 

She never bore a share, 

Nor with endearing art 

Would heal thy wounded heart 
Of every fecret grief that feflerV! there: 
Nor did her fond aCVction on the bed 
Of ficknefs watch thee, and thy languid head 
Whole niahts on her unwearied arm fuflain. 

And charm away the fenfe of pain: 

Nor did she crown your mutual flame 
With pledges dear, and with a father's tender name. 
O beft of wives ! O dearer far to me 

Than when thy virgin charms 

Were yielded to my arms: 
How can my foul endure the lofs of thee ? 
How in the world, to me a defart grown, 

Abandoned and alone, 
Witliout my fweet companion can I live ? 

Without thy lovely fmile, 
The dear reward of every virtuous toil , 

What 
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What pleafures now can palFd Ambition give ? 
E'en the delightful fenfe of well-earn'd praife, 
Unshar'd by thee, no more my lifelefs thoughts could raife* 

For my diftra6led mind 
What fuccour can I find ? 
On whom for confoladon shall I call ? 
Support me, ev'ry friend; 
Your kind afliftance lend, 
To bear the weight of diis oppreflive woe. 
Alas ! each friend of mine , 
My dear departed love, fo much was thine, 
That none has any comfort to beflow. 
My books , the belt relief 
In ev'ry other grief. 
Are now with your idea fadden'd all : 
Each fav'rite author we together read 
My tortured memory wounds , and fpeaks of Lucy dead. 

We were the happieft pair of human kind : 
The rolling year its various course performed, 

And back returned again; 
Another, and another, fmiling came, 
And faw our happinefs unchanged remain. 

Still in her golden chain 
Harmonious Concord did our wishes bind: 
Our Iludies , pleafures , tafte the fame , 

I 
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O fatal, fatal ftroke! 
That all this pleafing fabric Love had rais'd 

Of rare felicity, 
On which e'en wanton Vice with envy gaz'd, 
And ev'ry fcheme of blifs our hearts had form'd , 
With foothing hope for many a future day, 

In one fad moment broke! 
Yet 5 O my foul ! thy rifmg murmurs flay ; 

Nor dare th' all-wife Difpofer to arraign, 

« 

Or 'gainft his fupreme decree 
With impious grief complain. 
That all thy full-blown joys at once should fade. 
Was his moft righteous will— and be that will obey'd. 

Would thy fond love his grace to her controul; 
And , in thefe low abodes of fin and pain , 

Her pure exalted foul, 
Unjuftly , for thy partial good , detain ? 
No— rather flrive thy grov'ling mind to raife 

Up to that unclouded blaze, 
That heavenly radiance of eternal light, 
In which enthroned she now with pity fees , 
How frail, how infecure, how flight. 

Is ev'ry mortal blifs; 
E'en Love itfelf , if rifmg by degrees 
Beyond the bounds of this imperfed flate, 

Whofe fleeting joys fo foon muft end, 
Poes not to its fovereign good afcend. 

Rife then my foul with hope elate, 



A PASTORAL BALLAD, 



IN FOUR PARTS. 



SHi.NSTOKZ« 



I. ABSENCE. 

1 E shepherds fo chearful and gay , 

Whofe flocks never carelefsly roam; 
Should Corydon's happen to ftray, 

Ah! call the poor wanderers home. 
Allow me to mufe and to figh , 

Nor talk of the change that ye find; 
None, once, was fo watchful as I: 

—I have left my dear Phyllis behind. 

Now I know what it is to have ftrove 

With the torment of doubt and defire; 
What it is, to admire and to love, 

And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah! lead forth my flock in the mom. 

And the damps of each evening repel; 
Alas I I am faint and forlorn : 

I have bade my dear Phyllis farewel. 



Since 



ABSENCE. 37 

Since Phillis vouchfaf'd me a look , 

I never once dreamt of my vine ; 
May I lofe both my pipe and my crook, 

If I knew of a kid that w^as mine. 
I priz'd every hour that went by, 

Beyond all that had pleas'd me before, 
But now they are pafs'd, and I figh. 

And I grieve that I priz'd them no more. 

But why do I languish in vain? 

Why wander thus penfively here ? 
O, why did I come from the plain, 

Where I fed on the fmiles of my dear ? 
They tell me, my favourite maid, 

The pride of that valley , is flown ! 
Alas ! where with her I have flray'd , 

I could wander with pleafure, alone. 

When forc'd the fair nymph to forego, 

What anguish I felt at my heart! 
Yet I thought— but it might not be fo— 

'Twas with pain that she faw me depart- 
She gaz'd , as I flowly withdrew ; 

My path I could hardly difcern ; 

So fweedy she bade me adieu , 

I thought that she bade me return. 

K 
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The pilgrim iliat journeys all day 

To vifit fome far diflant shrine, 
If he bear but a relique away, 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thus widely remov'd from the fair. 

Where my vows, my devotion, I owe, 
Soft Hope is the relique I bear. 

And my folace wherever I go. 

II. HOPE. 

MY banks they are furnished widi bees, 

Whofe murmur invites one to fleep; 
My grottos are shaded with trees. 

And my hills are white over with sheep, 
I feldom have met with a lofj, 

Such health do my fountains beftow; 
My fountains, all border'd with mofs. 

Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 

Not a pine in my grove is there feen. 

But with tendrils of woodbine is bound : 
Not a beech's more beautiful green. 

But a fweet-briar twines it around. 
Not my fields in the prime of the year , 

More charms than my cattle unfold: 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear. 

But it glitters with fishes of gold. 
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One would think she might like to retire 

To the bow'r I had labour'd to rear; 
Not a shrub that I heard her admire 

But I halted and planted it there. 

how fudden the jeffamine ftrove 
With the lilac to render it gay ! 

Already it calls for my love, 
To prune the wild branches away. 

From the plains , from the woodlands , and groves ; 

What ftrains of wild melody flow ! 
How the nightingales warble their loves, 

From thickets of rofes that blow ! 
And when her bright form shall appear, 

Each bird shall harmonioufly join 
In a concert fo foft and fo clear. 

As she may not be fond to relign. 

1 have found out a gift for my fair, 

I have found where the wood -pigeons breed: 
But let me that plunder forbear; 

She will fay 'twas a barbarous deed. 
For he ne'er could be true, she averr'd. 

Who could rob a poor bird of its young: 

■ 

And I lov'd her the more when I heard 
Such tendemefs fall from her tongue. 
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I have heard her wiih fweetiiefs uufolcl 

How thai pity was clue to a dove : 
Thai it ever attended ihe boldj 

And she calld it the ftfter of Love. 
But her words fuch a pleafure convey. 

So much I her accents adore, 
Let her fpeak, and. whare\ er she fay, 

Methinks 1 should love her the more. 

Can a bofom fo gentle remain 

Unmov'd, when her Coridon Dghs? 
Will anyraph that is fond of the plain , 

Thefe plains, and this valley defpife? 
Dear regions of filence and shade! 

Soft fcenes of contentment and eafe ! 
Where I could have plealingly ftray'd, 

K aught , in her abfence , could pleafe. 

But where does my Phyllida ftray? 

And where are her grots and her bow'rs? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 

And the shepherds as gende as ours ? 
The groves may, perhaps, be as fair. 

And die face of the valleys as fine; 
The fwains may in manners compare , 

But their love is not equal to mine. 



m souaTUDE. 
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Why will you my paQion reprove ? 

Why term it a folly to grieve ? 
Ere I shew you the charms of my love ^ 

She is fairer than you can believe. 
With her mien she enamours the brave; 

With her wit she engages the free; 
With her modefty pleafes the grave; 

She is ev'ry way pleafmg to me. 

you that have been of her train, 
Come and join in my amorous lays ; 

1 could lay down my life for the fwain 
That will fing but .a fong in her praife; 

When he fings , may the nymphs of the town 

Come trooping, and Men the while; 
Nay , on him let not Phyllida frown ; 

But— I cannot allow her to fmile. 

For when Paridel tries in the dance 

Any favour with Phyllis to find , 
O how , with one trivial glance , 

Might she ruin the peace of my mind I 
In ringlets he dreffes his hair, 

And his crook is beftudded aroimd; 
And his pipe— Oh! may Phyllis beware 

Of a magic there is in the found. 

K 
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'Tis his with mock paflion to glow ; 

'Tis his in fmooth words to unfold , 
.5 How her face is as bright as the fnow, 

55 And her bofora , be fure , is as cold ; 
55 How the nightingales labour the ftrain , 

„ With the notes of his charmer to vie; 
55 How they vary their accents in vain, 

55 Repine at her triumphs and die. 5, 

To the grove or the garden he ftrays, 

And pillages every fweet; 
Then, fuiting the wreath to his lays, 

He throws it at Phyllis's feet. 
55 O Phyllis 5 55 he whifpers, 55 more fair, 

55 More fweet than the jefsamine's flow'r! 
55 What are pinks, in a mom, to compare? 

55 What is eglantine after a showV? 

55 Then the lily no longer is white, 

55 Then the rose is deprived of its bloom ; 
55 Then the violets die with defpight, 

55 And the woodbines give up their perfume. 5, 
Thus glide the foft numbers along, 

And he fancies no shepherd his peer; 
Yet I never should envy the fong. 

Were not Phyllis to lend it an ear 
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Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, 

So PhylHs the trophy defpife; 
Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd, 

So they shine not in Phyllis's eyes. 
The language that flows from the heart 

Is a ftranger to Paridel's tongue, 
— ^Yet may she beware of his art, 

Or fure I muft envy the fong. 

IV. DISAPPOINTMENT. 

YE shepherds give ear to my lay , 

And take no more heed of my sheep : 
They have nothing to do but to ftray ; 

I have nothing to do but to weep. 
Yet do not my folly reprove ; 

She was fair— and my paflion begun ; 
She fmird and I could not but love; 

She is faithlefs and I am undone. 

Perhaps I was void of all thought ; 

Perhaps it was plain to fore fee, 
That a nymph fo complete would be fought 

By a fwain more engaging than me. 
Ah ! love evVy hope can infpire : 

It banishes wifdom the while; 
And the lip of the nymph we admire 

Seems for ever adorn'd with a finile. 
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She is faithlefs, and I am undone; 

Ye that witnefs the woes I endure, 
Let reafon inftrud you to shun 

What it cannot inftru6l you to cure. 
Beware how you loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree : 
It is not for me to explain 

How fair and how fickle they be. 

Alas! from the day that we met, 

What hope of an end to my woes ? 
When 1 cannot endure to forget 

The glance that undid my repofe. 
Yet time may diminish the pain: 

The flowV, and the shrub, and the tree; 
Which I rear'd for her pleafure, in vain. 

In time may have comfort for me. 

The fweets of a dew-fprinkled rofe , 

The found of a murmuring ftream; 
The peace which from folitude flows, 

Henceforth shall be Corydon's theme^ 
High tranfports are shewn to the fight, 

But we are not to find them our own: 
Fate never beflow'd fuch delight, 

As I with my Phyllis had known. 



O 
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3^ woods, fpread your branches apace; 
To your deepeft receffes I fly; 

1 would hide with the beafts of the chace ; 
I would vanish from every eye. 

Yet my reed shall refound thro' the grove 
With the fame fad complaint it begun; 

How she fmil'd, and I could not but lovej 
Was faithle^;! and I am undone! 



TO THE MEMORY 

OF 

Mr. G A R R I C K. 



SHfRIOAK. 



IF dying excellence deferves a tear, 

If fond remembrance ftill is cherished here, 

Can we perfift to bid our forrows flow 

For fabled fufFerers and delufive woe ? 

Or with quaint fmiles difmifs tlie plaintive ftrain, 

Point the quick jeft — indulge the comic vein — 

Ere yet to buried Rofcius we affign 

One kind regret — one tributary line! 

His fame requires we act a tenderer part: 
His memory claims the tear you gave his art! 

The general voice, the meed of mournful verfe, 
The fplendid forrows that adom'd his hearfe. 
The throng that mourn'd as their dead favVite pafs'd , 
The' graced refped that claimed him to the laft , 
While Shakefpeare's image , from its hallow'd bafe , 
Seem'd to prefcribe the grave , and point the place , 
Nor thefe, nor all the fad regrets that flow 
From fond fidelity's domeftic woe, 
So much are Garrick's praife— fo much his due, 
As on this fpot— one tear beftow'd by you, 
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Amid the arts which feek ingenuous fame. 
Our toil attempts the moft precarious claim! 
To him, whofe mimic pencil wins the prize; 
Obedient fame immortal wreaths fupplies: 
Whate'er of wonder Reynolds now may raife ; 
Raphael ftill boafts cotemporary praife: 
Each dazzling light and gaudier bloom fubdu'd, 
With undiminished awe his works are view'd: 
E'en beauty's portrait wears a fofter prime, 
Touched by the tender hand of mellowing time. 
The patient fculptor owns an humbler part, 
A ruder toil, and more mechanic art: 
Content with flow and timorous ftroke to trace 
The lingering line, and mould the tardy grace: 
But once atchiev'd, tho' barbarous wreck overthrow 
The facret fane, and lay its glories low. 
Yet shall the fculptur'd ruin rife to day, 
Grac'd by defect; and worshipped in decay; 
Th^ enduring record bears the ardft's name , 
Demands his honours, and aflerts his fame, 

Superior hopes the poet's bofom fire, 
O proud diftindion of the facred lyre! 
Wide as tli' infpiring Phoebus darts his ray; 
DifTufive fplendor gilds his votary's lay. 
Whether the fong heroic woes rehearfe; 
With Epic grandeur, and the pomp of verfe; 
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Or, fondly gay, wilh unambitious guile 
Attempt no prize but favouring beauty's fmile; 
Or bear dejedled to the lonely grove 
The foft defpair of unprevailing love; 
Whatever the theme, thro' ev'ry age and clime 
Congenial paffions meet th' according rhyme; 
The pride of glory, pity's figh fincere, 
Youth's earlieft blush , and beauty's virgin tear. 

Such is their meed— their honours thus fecure, 
Whofe arts yield objects, and whofe works endure. 
The a6lor only shrinks from time's award; 
Feeble tradition is his mem'ry 's guard ; 
By whofe faint breath his merits muft abide, 
Unvouch'd by proof, to fubftance unallied! 
E'en matchlefs Garrick's art, to heav'n refign'd 
No fix'd effed, no model leaves behind. 

The grace of adion, the adapted mien, 

Faithful as nature to the varied fcene; 

Th' expreffive glance, whofe fubtle comment draws ^ 

Entranc'd attention, and a mute applaufe; 

Gefture that marks, with force and feeling fraught^ * 

A fenfe in filence, and a will in thought; 

Harmonious fpeech, whofe pure and liquid tone 

Gives verfe a mufic, fcarce confefs'd its own; 

As light from gems aflumes a brighter ray, 

And, cloath'd with orient hueS; tranfcends the day? 

Paffion's 
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Paflion's wild break, and frown that awes the fenfe 

And ev'ry charm of gentle eloquence , 

All perishable!— like th' eledric fire 

But'ftrike the frame, and as they ftrike, expire; 

Incenfe too pure a bodied flame to bear. 

Its fragrance charms the fenfe , and blends with air. 

Where then, while funk in cold decay he lies, 
And pale eclipfe for ever veils thofe eyes! 
Where is the bleft memorial that enfures 
.Our Garrick's fame?— whofe is the truft?— 'tis yours* 

And O ! by ev'ry charm his art effay^d 
To footh your cares ! by ev'ry grief allay'd ! 
By the hush'd wonder which his accents drew I 
By his laft parting tear, repaid by you! 
By all thofe thoughts, which many a diftant night 
Shall mark his mem'ry with a fad delight! 
Still in your heart's dear record bear his name. 
Cherish the keen regret that lifts his fame. 
To you it is bequeath'd, affert the truft. 
And to his worth— us all you can— be juft. 

What more is due from fan6lifying time, 

To chearful wit, and many a favour'd rhyme, 

O'er his grac'd urn shall bloom , a deathlefs wreath , 

Whofe bloflbm'd fweet's shall deck the mask beneath. 

For thefe , when fculpture's votive toil shall rear 

The due memorial of a lofs fo dear! 

M 
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O lovelieft mourner , gentle mufe! be thine 

The pleafing woe to guard the laurell'd shrine* 

As fancy , oft by fuperftition led 

To roam the manfions of the fainted dead , 

Has view'd, by shadowy eve's unfaitliful gloom, 

A weeping cherub on a martyr's tomb; 

So thou, fweet Mufe, hang o'er his fculptur'd bier, 

With patient woe, that loves the lingering tear: 

With thoughts that mourn , nor yet defire .relief. 

With meek regret , and fond enduring grief; 

With looks that fpeak— he never shall return ! 

Chilling thy tender bofom , clafp his urn ; 

And with foft fighs difperfe th' irreverent duft. 

Which time may ftrew upon his facred buft<r 



A PRAYER 

FOR 

INDIFFERENCE. 

Grstzlls* 



vyFT Tve implored the gods in vain, 
And pray'd till I've been weary; 

For once 1*11 try my wish to gain. 
Of Oberon the Fairy. 

Sweet airy being, wanton fprite, 
That lurk'ft in woods unfeen, 

And oft by Cynthia's filver light 
Tripp'ft gaily o'er the green ; 

If e'er thy pitying heart was mov*d, 

As ancient ftories tell. 
And for th' Athenian maid who lov'd, 

Thou foughl'll a wond'rous fpell; 

Oh! deign once more t' exert thy power; 

Haply fome herb or tree, 
Sovereign as juice of weftem flower , 

Conceals a balm for me. 

I ask no kind return of love , 
No tempting charm to pleafe: 

Far from the heart thofe gifts remove 
That fighs for peace and eafe: 
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Nor peace nor eafe the heart can know, 

Which, like the needle true, 
Turns at the touch of joy or woe. 

But, turning, trembles too. 

Far as diflrefs the foul can wound, 

^ Tis pain in each degree : 
!Tis blifs but to a certain bound; 

Beyond, is agony. 

Take then this treacherous fenfe of mine, 
Which dooms me ftill to fmart; 

Which pleafure can to pain refine, 
To pain new pangs impart, 

Oh! hafte to shed the facred balm! 

My shattered nerves new firing; 
And for my gueft, ferenely calm, 

The nymph Indifierence bring. 

At her approach; fee Hope, fee Fear, 

See Expedation fly; 
And Difappointment in the rear, 

That blafts the promised joy. 

The tear which pity taught to flow 

The eye shall then difown; 

The heart that melts for others woe, 

Shall tlien fcarce feel its own. 

The 
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The wounds which now each moment bleed , 

Each moment then shall clofe, 
And tranquil days shall flill fucceed 

To nights of calm repofe. 

O fairy elf ! but grant me this, 

This one kind comfort fend; 
And fo may never-fading blifs 

Thy flowVy padis attend ! 

So may the glow-worm's glimmVing light 

Thy dny footfteps lead 
To fome new region of delight, 

Unknown to mortal tread. 

And be thy acorn goblet fiU'd 

With heav'n's ambrofial dew; 
From fweeteft, fresheft flow'rs diftili'd, 

That shed fresh fweets for you. 

And what of life remains for me 

ril pafs in fober eafe; 
Half-pleas'd , contented will I be, 

Content but half to pleafe. 



ODE 



TO 



ADVERSITY. 



Grat. 



Daughter of Jove, relentlefs powV, 
Thou tamer of the human breaft, 
Whofe iron fcourge and tort'ring hour 
The bad affright, afflid the befl! 
Bound in thy adamantine chain, 
The proud are taught to tafte of pain, 
And purple tyrants vainly groan 
With pangs unfelt before , unpitied and alone. ' 

When firft thy Sire to fend on earth 
Virtue, his darling child, defign'd. 
To thee he gave the heavenly birth, 
And bade to form her infant mind. 
Stern rugged nurfe ! thy rigid lore 
With patience many a year she bore; 
What forrow was thou bad'ft her know-, 
^nd from her own she learn'd to melt at others woe. 
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Scar'd at his frown terrific, fly 
Self-pleafing Folly's idle brood, 
Wild laughter , noife , and thoughtlefs joy , 
And leave us leifure to be good. 
Light they difperfe; and with them go 
The fummer-friend , the flattVing foe; 
By vain prpfperity received , 
To her they vow their truth , and are again believed. 

Wisdom in fable garb array'd, 
Immers'd in rapt'rous thought profound . 
And Melancholy, filent maid 
With leaden eye, that loves the ground. 
Still on thy folemn fteps attend : 
Warm charity, the general friend. 
With juftice to herfelf fevere. 
And pity, dropping foft the fadly-pleafmg tear. 

O, gently on thy fuppliant's head, 
Dread Goddefs, lay thy chaft'ning hand! 
Not in thy Gorgon terrors clad , 
Nor circled with the vengeful band 
- (As by the impious thou art feen) 
With thundVing voice, and threatening mien, 
With fcreaming horror's fun'ral cry, 
Defpair, and fell Difeafe, and ghaftly Poverty. 
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Thy form benign , oh Goddefs , wear , 
Thy milder influence impart, 
Thy philofophic train be there 
To foften, not to wound my heart. 
The gen'rous fpark extin6l revive, 
Teach me to love and to forgive , 
Exa6l my own defects to fcan, 
What others are to feel ; and knovsr myfelf a man. 



ODE 



ODE, 



ON A 

ftlSTANT PROSPECT, 

O F 

ETON COLLEGE. 

Crati 



1 E diftant fpires , ye antique towVs , 
That crown the watVy glade. 
Where grateful fcience ftill adores 
Her Henry's holy shade; 
And ye, that from the {lately brow 
Of Windfor's heights th' expanfe below 
Of grove, of lawn, of mead furvey, 
Whofe turf, whofe shade, whofe flowVs among 5 
Wanders the hoary Thames along 
His filver-winding way. 

Ah happy hills ! ah plealing shade ! 

Ah fields beloved in vain! 

Where once my carelefs childhood ftray^d, 

A ftranger yet to pain! 

I feel the gales that from ye blow, 

A momentary blifs beftow; 

As waving fresh their gladfome wing. 

My weary foul they feem to footh, 

And, redolent of joy and youth, 

To breathe a fecond fpring, 

O 
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Say, father Thame? . for thou haft feen 

Full many a fprightly race, 

Difporting on ihy margent green , 

The paths of pleafure trace ; 

Who foreraoft now delight to cleave. 

With pliant arms . the glafly wave ? 

The captive linnet which enthral ? 

What idle progeny fucceed 

To chace the rolhng circle's fpeed. 

Or urge the flying ball ? 

^\Tiile fome on earneft buf "nefs bent 

Their murmVing labours ply 

'Gainft graver hours that bring conftraint 

To fweeten libert}': 

Some bold adventurers difdain 

The limits of their little reign, 

And unknown regions dare defer}' : 

aStill as they run they look behind. 

They hear a voice in evVy wind , 

And fnatch a fearful joy. 

Gay hope is theirs by fancy fed, 
Le(s plcafing when poffell'd; . 
The tear forgot as Ibon as shed, 
The funshinc of the breaft: 
Theirs buxom health of rofy hue, 
AVild wit, invention ever new, 
And lively cheer, of vigour born; 
'rhv. tlioughdefs day the eafy night, 
The fpirits pure, the flumbers hght, 
Tliat fly th' approach of morn. 
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Alas ! regardlefs of their doom , 

The little viclims play! 

No fenfe have they of ills to come, 

Nor care beyond to-day: 

Yet fee, how all around 'em wait 

The miniflers of human fate , 

And black Misfortune's baleful train! 

Ah, shew then where in ambush ftand, 

To feize their prey, the murd'rous band! 

Ah, tell them they are men! 

Thefe shall the fury paffions tear, 
The vultures of the mind , 
Difdainful anger, pallid fear. 
And shame that skulks behind ; 
Or pining love shall wafte their youth, 
Or jealoufy with rankling tooth. 
That inly knaws the fecret heart; 
And envy wan, and faded care, 
Grim-vifag'd comfortlefs defpair, 
And forrow's piercing dart. 

Ambition this shall tempt to rife. 
Then whirl the wretch from high, 
To bitter fcorn a facrifice. 
And grinning infamy. 
The flings of falfehood thofe shall try, 
And hard unkindnefs' alter d eye. 
That mocks the tear it forc'd to flow; 
And keen remorfe with blood defil'd, 
And moody madnefs laughing wild 
Amid fevereft woe. 
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Lo! in the vale of years, beneath 
A grifly troop, are feen 
The painful family of Death , 
More hideous than their queen : 
This racks the joints, this fires the veins, 
That ev'ry labouring fmew ftrains , 
Thofe in the deeper vitals rage: 
Lo, poverty, to fill the band, 
That numbs the foul with icy hand , 
And flow-confuming age. 

To each his fuffVings; all are men,- 

Condemned alike to groan; 

The tender for another's pain , 

Th' unfeeling for his own. 

Yet all ! why should diey know their fate ! 

Since forrow never comes too late , 

And happinefs too fwifdy flies. 

Thought would deftroy their paradife, 

^o more— where ignorance is blifs, 

>Tis folly to be wife. 



,THE RAPE, 



THE RAPE, 

OF THE 

LOCK. 



Pops. 



CANTO I. 

VV HAT dire offence from am'rous caufes fprings, 
What mighty contefts rife from trivial things , 
I ling — This verfe to Caryl, Mufe! is due: 
This, ev'n Belinda may vouchfafe to view: 
Slight is the fubjedl, but not fo the praife, 
If She infpire, and He approve my lays. 

Say what ftrange motive , Goddefs ! could compel 
A well-bred Lord t'affault a gentle Belle? 
O fay what llranger caufe, yet unexplored. 
Could make a gentle Belle reje6l a Lord ? 
In tasks fo bold, can litde men engage. 
And in foft bofoms dwells fuch mighty rage? 

Sol thro' white curtains shot a timVous ray, 
Anc| ope'd thofe eyes that muft eclipfe the day: 
Now lap-dogs gave themfelves the rouzing shake, 
And fleeplefs lovers ' juft at twelve , awake : 
Tlirice rung the bell, the flipper knock'd the ground, 
And the prefs'd watch returned a filver found. 
Belinda flill her downy pillow preft , 
Her guardian Sylph prolonged the balmy reft : 
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'Twas He had fummon'd to her filent bed 
The morning-dream that hovered o'er her head , 
A youth more glittVing than a birth-night beau , 
(That e'en in flumber made her cheek to glow) 
Seem'd to her ear his winning Hps to lay. 
And thus in whifpers faid , or feem'd to fay : 

Faireft of mortals , thou diftinguish'd care 
Of thoufand bright inhabitants of air ! 
If e'er one vifion touch thy infant thought, 
Of all the Nurfe and all the Prieft have taught j 
Of airy elves by moonlight shadows feen, 
The filver token, and the circled green, 
Or virgins vifited by Angel-pow'rs , 
With golden crowns and wreaths of heav'nly flow'rs ; 
Hear and believe! thy own importance know, 
Nor bound thy narrow views to things below. 
Some fecret truths , from learned pride concealed , 
To maids alone and children are reveal'd : 
What tho' no credit doubtjng wits may give ? 
The fair and innocent shall ftill believe. 
Know then, unnumber'd fpirits round thee fly, 
The light Militia of the lower sky : 
Thefe, tho' unfeen, are ever on the wing. 
Hang o'er the box, and hover round the ring. 
Think what an equipage thou haft in air. 
And view with fcorn two pages and a chain 
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As now your own, our beings were of old, 
And once i^nclof'd a woman's beauteous mould; 
Thence, by a foft tranfition, we repair 
From earthly vehicles to thefe of air. 
Think not , when woman's tranlient breath is fled , 
That all her vanities at once are dead; 
Succeeding vanities she flill regards. 
And tho' she plays no more, overlooks the cards. 
Her joy in gilded chariots , when alive , 
And love of Ombre ^ after death furvive; 
For wrhen the fair in all their pride expire, 
To their firft elements their fouls retire: 
The fprites of fiery Termagants in flame 
Mount up, and take a falamander's name. 
Soft yielding minds to water glide away, 
And fip, with nymphs, their elemental tea; 
The graver prude finks downward to a gnome; 
In fearch of mifchief ftill on earth to roam. 
The light coquettes in fylphs aloft repair, 
And fport and flutter in the fields of air. 

Know further yet; whoever fair and chafte 
Reje6ls mankind, is by forae fylph embrac'd: 
For fpirits, freed from mortal laws, with eafe 
Aflume what fexes and what age they pleafe. 
What guards the purity of melting maids 
In courtly balls and midnight mafquerades, 
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Safe from the treachVous friend • the daring fpark, 
The glance by day, the whifper in the dark, 
When kind occafion prompts tlieir warm defires, 
When mufic foftens, and when dancing fires? 
'Tis but their fylph, the wife Celeftials know, 
Tho' honour is the word widi men below. 

Some nymphs there are, too confcious of their face, 
For Hfe predeftin'd to the gnomes embrace. 
Thefe fwell their profpeds and exalt their pride, 
When offers ere difdain'd, and love deny'd. 
Then gay ideas crowd the vacant brain, 
While peers, and dukes, and all their fweeping train. 
And garters, ftars, and coronets appear, 
And in foft founds , your grace falutes their ear.' 
?Tis thefe that early taint the female foul, 
Inftru6l the eyes of young coquettes to roll. 
Teach infant-cheeks a bidden blush to know. 
And htlle hearts to flutter at a beau. 

Oft ' when the world imagine women ftray , 

The fylphs diro' myftic mazes guide their way 

Thro' all the giddy circle they purfue. 

And old imperdnence expel by new. 

What tender maid but muft a vi6lim fall 

To one man's treat , but for another's ball ? 

When Florio fpeaks, what virgin could withftand; 

If gentle Damon did not fqueeze her hand ? 

Widi 
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With , varying vanities, from evVy part, 

They shift tlie moving toy-shop of their heart; 

Where wigs with wigs , with fword-knots fword-knots 

ftrive , 
Beaux banish beaux, and coaches coaches drive* 
This erring mortals levity may call; 
Oh blind to truth! the Sylphs contrive it all* 

Of thefe am I, who thy protection claim ^ 
A watchful fprite, and Ariel is my name. 
Late, as I rang'd the cryftal wilds of air, 
In the clear mirror of thy ruling ftar 
I faw alas ! fome dread event impend , 
Ere to the main this morning fun defcend : 
But heav'n reveals not what , or how , or where : 
Warn'd by the Sylph , oh pious maid beware ! 
This to difclofe is all thy guardian can : 
Beware of all, but mofl beware of man! 

He faid; when Shock who thought she flept too 
long, 
Leap'd up y and wak'd his miftrefs with his tongue* 
'Twas then, Behnda, if report fay true, 
Thy eyes firft open'd on a billet-doux; 
Wounds , charms , and ardours , were no fooner re ad 
But all the vifion vanished from thy head. 

And now unveil'd the toilet Hands difplay'd ; 
Each lih^er vafe in myltic order laid. 

Q 
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Firft rob'd in white, the nymph intent adores, 
With head uncovered, the cofraetic pow'rs; 
A heavenly image in the glafs appears, 
To that sfie bends , to that her eyes she rears ; 
Th' inferior prieftefs, at her ahar's fide, 
Trembling, begins the facred rites of pride. 
Unnumber'd treafures ope at once, and here 
The various off 'rings of the world appear ; 
From each she nicely culls with curious toil , 
And decks the goddefs with the glitt'ring fpoil. 
This casket India's glowing gems unlocks , 
And all Arabia breathes from yonder box: 
The tortoife here and elephant unite , 
Transformed to combs, the fpeckled and the whiter 
Here files of pins extend their shining rows. 
Puffs, powders, patches, bibles, billet-doux. 
Now awful beauty puts on all its arms; 
The fair each moment rifes in her charms , 
Repairs her fmiles , awakens evVy grace , 
And calls forth all the wonders of her face : 
Sees by degrees a purer blush arife, 
And keener lightnings quicken in her eyes. 
The bufy Sylphs furround their darling care; 
Thefe fet the head, and thofe divide the hair, 
Some fold the fleeve, whilft others plait the gown; 
/ind Betty's prais'd for labours not her own. 
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With hairy fpringes we the birds betra} ; 
Slight lines of hair furprize the finny prey; 
Fair trefles man's imperial race infnarc. 
And beauty draws us with a fmgle hair. 

Th'advent'rous Baron the bright locks admir'dj 
He faw, he wish'd, and to the prize afpir'd, 
Refolved to win, he meditates the way, 
By force to ravish, or by fraud betray; 
For when fuccefs a Lover's toil attends y 
Few ask, if fraud or force attained his ends^ 

For this, ere Phoebus rofe, he had implored 
Propitious Heav'n, and ev'ry pow'r ador'd; 
But chiefly Love — to Love an altar built 
Of twelve vaft French Romances, neady gilt. 
There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves; 
And all the trophies of his former loves: 
With tender billet-doux he lights the pyre, 
And breathes three am'rous fighs to raife the fire^ 
Then proftrate falls, and begs with ardent eyes 
Soon to obtain, and long poflefs the prize* 
The powVs gave ear, and granted half his pray'r; 
The reft , the winds difpers'd in empty air. 

But now fecure the painted veffel glides, 
The fun-beams trembling on the floating tides ^ 
While melting mufic fteals upon the sky. 
And foften'd Xouads along the waters die; 



Smooth 
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Smooth flow the waves, the Zephyrs gently play, 

Belinda Iniil'd and all the world was gay. 

All but the Sylph—with careful thoughts oppreft; 

Th' impending woe fat heavy on his breaft. 

He fummons (trait his Denizens of air; 

The lucid fquadrons round the fails repair: 

Soft o'er the shrouds aerial whifpers breadie, 

That feem'd but Zephyrs to the train beneath. 

Some to the fun their infant wjngs unfold , 

Waft on the breeze , or fink in clouds of gold ; 

Tranfparent forms, too fine for mortal fight, 

Their fluid bodies half diflblv'd in light. 

Loofe to the wind their airy garments flew, 

Thin glittVing textures of the filmy dew, 

Dipp'd in the richefl: tincture of the skies , 

Where light difports in ever-mingling dyes; 

While ev'ry beam new tranfient colours flings, 

Colours that change whene'er they wave their wings. 

Amid the circle on the gilded mail, 

Superior by the head , was Ariel placed ; 

His purple pinions opening to the fun. 

He rais'd his azure wand , and thus begun : 

Ye Sylphs and Sylphids , to your chief give ear : 

Fays , fairies , genii , elves , and daemons hear ! 

Ye know the fpheres, and various tasks affiga'd 

By laws eternal to th' aerial kind. 

R 



70 R A P E O F 

Some in the ficilds of pureft celher play. 
And bask and whiten in the blaze of (hn\ 
Some guide the courfe of wand'ring orbs on high 
Or roll the planets thro' the boundlefs sk}\ 
Some, Icfs refin'd, beneath the moon's pale light, 
Purfue the ftars that shoot athwart the night. 
Or fuck the mifts in groffer air below, 
Or dip their pinions in the painted bow. 
Or brew fierce tempefts on the wintry main, 
Or o'er the glebe diltil the kindly rain. 
Others, on earth o'er human race prefide. 
Watch all their ways, and all their a6iions guide: 
Of thefe the chief the care of nations own, 
And guard' with arms divine the British throne. 

Our humbler province is to tend the fair, 
Not a lefs pleafmg, tho' lefs glorious care; 
To fave the powder from too rude a gale, 
Nor let th' imprifon'd effences exhale ; 
To draw fresh colours from the vernal flow'rs ; 
To fteal from rainbows ere they drop in show'rs 
A brighter wash, to curl their waving hairs, 
Aflilt their blushes, and infpire their airs; 
Nay oft, in dreams, invention we bellow. 
To change a flounce , or add a furbelow. 

This day black omens threat the brighteft fair 
That ere deferv'd a watchful fpirit's care ; 
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Some dire difafter, or by force or flight; 

But what, or where, the fates have wrapt in night. 

Whether the nymph shall break Diana's law, 

Or fome frail China-jar receive a flaw; 

Or ftain her honour , or her new brocade ; 

Forget her prayVs, or mifs a mafquerade; 

Or lofe her heart, or necklace, at a ball, 

Or whether Heav'n has doom'd that Shock muft fall. 

Hafte then ye fpirits ! to your charge repair ; 

The fluttring fan be Zephyretta's care ; 

The drops to thee, Brillante, we confign; 

And Momentilla, let the watch be thine; 

Do thou, ChrifpifFa, tend her fav'rite Lock; 

Ariel himfelf shall be the guard of Shock. 

To fifty chofen Sylphs , of fpecial note , 
We truft th' important charge , the Peticoat : 
Oft have we known that feven-fold fence to fail, 
Tho' ftifF with hoops , and arm'd with ribs of whale ; 
Form a ftrong line about the filver bound, 
And guard the wide circumference around. 

Whatever fpirit , carelefs of his charge , 
His poft negleds, or leaves the fair at large. 
Shall feel sharp vengeance foon overtake his fins, 
Be Itopp'd in vials, or transfixed with pins; 
Or plung'd in lakes of bitter washes lie, 
Or wedg'd whole ages in a bodkin's eye, 
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Gums and pofnatums shall his flight reftrain, 
While rlog'd he beats his lilken wings in vain: 
Or allum ftyptics with contracting pow'r 
Shrink his thin eflence like a shrivel'd flowV: 
Or. as Ixion fix'd . the wretch shall feel 
The giddy motion of the whirling wheel. 
In fimies of burning chocolate shall glo^v. 
And tremjple at the fea that froths below! 
He fpoke; the fpirits from the fails defcend: 

Some , orb in orb , around the nymph extend ; 

Some thread the mazy ringlets of her hair; 

Some hang upon the pendants of her ear; 

With beating hearts the dire event they wait. 

Anxious, and trembling for the birth of fate. 

CANTO III. 

CLOSE by thofe meads, forever crown'd with flow'rs, 
Where Thames with pride furveys his rifmg tow'i'S, 
There ftands a ftru6lure of majellic frame , 
Which from the neighboring Hampton takes its name. 
Here Britain's flatefmen oft the fall foredoom 
Of foreign tyrants, and of nymphs at home; 
Here thou great Anna! whom three realms obey, 
Doft fometimes counfel take and fometimes tea. 

Hither the heroes and the nymphs refort, 

To tafte a while tlie pleafures of a court; 

In 
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In various talk tli' inftruftive hours they paft ; 

Who gave the ball, or paid the vifit laft; 

One fpeaks the glory of the Britisli Queen, 

And one defcribes a charming Indian fcreen; 

A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes; 

At ev'ry word a reputation. dies. 

Snuff, or the fan, fupply each paufe of chat, 

With finging, laughing, ogling, and all that. 

Meanwhile , declining from the noon of day , 

The fun obliquely shoots his burning ray; 

The hungiy judges foon the fentence fign , 

And wretches hang , diat jurymen may dine ; 

The merchant from th' Exchange returns in peace , 

And the long labours of the toilet ceale. 

Belinda now , whom thirft of fame invites , 

Burns to encounter two advent'rous knights 

At Ombre fingly, to decide their doom; 

And fwells her breaft with conquefts yet to come. 

Strait the three bands prepare in arms to join, 

Each band the number of the facred nine. 

Soon as she fpreads her hand , th' aerial guard 

Defcend, and fit on each important card: 

Firft Ariel perch'd upon a matadore. 

Then each according to the rank he bore; 

For Sylphs , yet mindful of their ancient race , 

Are , as when women , wond'rous fond of place. 

S 
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Behold, four kings in majefty rever'd, 
With hoary whiskers and a forky beard ; 
And four fair queens whofe hands fuftain a flow r, 
Th' expreffive emblem of their fofter pow'r ; 
Four knaves in garbs fuccin6l, a trufty band; 
Caps on their heads, and halberts in their hand; 
And party-colour'd troops, a shining train, 
Drawn fordi to combat on the velvet plain. 

The skilful nymph reviews her force with care; 
Let Spades be trumps ! she faid , and trumps they were# 

Now move to war her fable matadores, 
In show like leaders of the fwarthy Moors. 
Spadillio firft, unconqtierable lord! 
Led off two captive trumps , and fwept the boards 
As many more Manillio forc'd to yield. 
And march'd a vidor from the verdant field. 
Him Bafto foUow'd, but his fate more hard, 
Gain'd but one trump, and one Plebeian card. 
The hoary -Majefty of Spades appears. 
With his broad, faber next, a chief in years, 
Puts forth one manly leg, to fight reveal'd. 
The reft, his many-colour'd robe conceal'd^ 
The rebel Knave, who dares his prince engage, 
Proves the juft vi6lim of his royal rage. 
E'en mighty Pam, that Kings and Queens overthrew, 
And mow'd down armies in the fights of Loo, 
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Sad chance of war! now deftitute of aid, 
J'alls undiftinguish'd by the viclor Spade ! 

Thus far both armies to BeHnda yield; 
Now to the Baron fate inclines the field. 
His warlike Amazon her hoft invades , 
Th' imperial confort of the crown of Spades. 
The Club's black tyrant firft her viclim dy'd, 
Spite of his haughty mien, and barb'rous pride: 
What boots the regal circle on his head , 
His giant limbs , in ftate unwieldy fpread ; 
That long behind he trails his pompous robe. 
And , of all monarchs , only grafps the globe ? 

The Baron "now his Di'monds pours apace ; 
Th' embroidered King who shews but half his face. 
And his refulgent Queen, with pow'rs combined, 
Of broken troops an eafy conqueft find. 
Clubs , Di'monds , Hearts , in w^ilfl diforder feen , 
With dirongs promifcuous drew the level green. 
Thus when difpers'd a routed army iTins, 
Of Afia's troops , and Afric's fable fons , 
With like confufion different nations fly, 
Of various habit, and of various dye. 
The pierc'd battalions difunited fall. 
In heaps on heaps ; one fate o'ervvhelms them all. 

The Knave of Di'monds tries his wily arts, 
And wins (oh shameful chance!) the Queen of Hearts. 
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At this, the blood the virgin's cheek forfook; 

A hvid palenefs fpreads o'er all her look; 

She fees, and trembles at th' approaching ill, 

Juft in the jaws of ruin , and Codille. 

And now (as oft in fome diftemper'd State) 

On one nice trick depends the general fate , 

An ace of hearts fteps forth, the King unfeen, 

Lurk'd in her hand , and niourn'd his captive Queen : 

He fp rings to vengeance with an eager pace , 

And falls like thunder on the proftrate Ace. 

The Nymph exulting , fills with shouts the sky ; 

The walls , the woods , and long canals reply* 

• • • 

O thoughdefs mortals! ever blind to fate, 
Too foon dejeded, and too foon elate. 
Sudden, thefe honours shall be iiiatch'd away. 
And curs'd for ever this vidorious day* 

For lo! the board with cups and fpoons is crown'd 

The berries crackle, and the mill turns round: 

On shining altars of Japan they raife 

The filver lamp; the fiery fpirits blaze: 

From iilver fpouts the grateful liquors glide , 

While China's earth receives the fmoking tide : 

At once they gratify their fcent and tafte , 

And frequent cups prolong the rich repaft. 

Strait hover round the Fair ker airy band ; 

Some , as she fipp'd , the fuming liquor fann'd ; 

^ ' Some 
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Some o'er her lap their careful plumes difplay'd^ 
Trembling , and confcious of the rich brocade. 
Coffee (which makes the politician wife, 
And fee thro^ all things with his half-shut eyes) 
Sent up in vapours to the Baron's brain 
New ftratagems, the radiant Lock to gain. 
Ah ceafe, rash youth! defift ere 'tis too late, 
Fear the juft God's, and think of Scylla's fate! 
Chang,d to a bird, and fent to flit in air, 
She dearly pays for Nifus' injur'd hair! 

But when to mifchief mortals bend their will, 
How foon they find fit inftruments of ill ? 
Juft then, Clariffa drew, with tempting grace, 
A two-edg'd weapon from her shining cafe: 
So Ladies, in Romance, allift their Knight, 
Prefent the fpear, and arm him for the fight. 
He takes the gift with rev'rence, and extends 
The litde engine on his fingers ends, 
This juft behind Belinda's neck he spread , 
As o'er the fragrant fteams she bends her head. 
Swift to the Lock a thoufand Sprites repair, 
A thoufand wings, by turns, blow back the hair; 
And thrice they twitch'd the di'mond in her ear; 
Thrice she look'd back, and thrice the foe drew near. 
Juft in that inftant, anxious Ariel fought 
The clofe receffes of tlie Virgin's thought ; 
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As on the iiofegay in her breaft reclin'd. 
He watch'd th' ideas rifmg in her mind , 
Sudden he view'd, in fpite of all her art, 
An earthly Lover lurking at her heart. 
Amaz'd. confusd, he found his powV expired, 
Refign'd to fate, and with a figh retird. 

The Peer now fpreads the ghttVing forfex wide , 
T'inclofe the Lock: now joins it to divide* 
Ev'n then, before the fatal engine clos'd, 
A wretched Sylph too fondly interpos'd 
Fate urg'd the sheers , and cut the Sylph in twain 
(But airy fubftance foon unites again) 
The meeting points the facred hair difFever 
From the fair head , for ever , and for ever ! 

Then flash'd the living lightning from her eyes , 
And fcreams of horror rend th' affrighted skies. 
Not louder shrieks to pitying heav'n are caft 
When husbands, or when lap-dogs breathe their lall; 
Or when rich China vefFels fall'n from high, 
In glitt'ring dull and painted fragments lie! 
Let wreaths of triumph now my temples twine, 
(The victor cry'd) the glorious prize is mine ! 
While fish in ftreams , or birds delight in air. 
Or in a coach and fix the British fail , 
As long as Atalands shall be read, 
Or the fmall pillow grace a Lady's bed, 
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While vifits shall be paid on folemn days; 
When numVous wax-lights in bright order blaze , 
While nymphs take treats, or affignations give. 
So long my honour , name , and praife shall live ! 
What time vv^ould fpare , from fteel receives its date , 
And monuments , like men , fubmit to fate ! 
Steel could the labour of the Gods deftroy, 
And flrike to duft th' imperial towr's of Troy ; 
Steel could the works of mortal pride confound, 
And hew triumphal arches to the ground. 
What wonder then, fair Nymph! thy hairs should feel 
The conqu'ring force of unrefifted fteel ? 

CANTO IV. 

But anxious cares the penfive nymph opprefs'd, 

And fecret paflions laboured in her breaft. 

Not youthful kings in battle feiz'd alive , 

Not fcornful virgins who their charms furvive, 

Not ardent lovers robb'd of all their blifs , 

Not ancient ladies when refus'd a kifs, 

Not tyrants fierce that unrepenting die, 

Not Cynthia when her mantua's pinn'd awry, 

E'er felt fuch rage, refentment, and defpair. 

As thou fad Virgin ! for thy ravished Hair. 

For , that fad moment , when the Sylphs withdrew , 
And Ariel weeping from Belinda flew, 
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Umbriel^ a dusky, melancholy fprite, 
As ever fully'd die fair face of light, 
Down to the central earth, his proper fcene, 
Repair d, to fearch die gloomy cave of Spleen. 

Swift on his footy pinions flits die Gnome, 
And in a vapour reach'd the difmal dome. 
No cheering breeze diis fullen region knows; 
The dreaded Ealt is all the wind that blows. 
Here, in a grotto, shelter'cl clofe from air. 
And fcreen'd in shades from day's detefted glare , 
She fighs for ever on her penfive bed , 
Pain at her fide , and Megrim at her head. 

Two handmaids wait the throne: alike in place, 
But difF'ring far in figure and in face. 
Here flood ill-nature, like an ancient maid, 
Her wrinkled form in black and white array'd; 
With flore of pray Vs , for mornings , nights , and noons , 
Her hand is fill'd, her bofom with lampoons. 

There afFeAation, with a fickly mien. 
Shows in her cheek the rofes of eighteen; 
Pradis'd to lifp, and hang the head afide, 
Faints into airs, and languishes with pride; 
On the rich quilt finks with becoming woe. 
Wrapt in a gown, for ficknefs, and for show. 
The fair ones feel fuch maladies as thefe , 
When each new night-drefs gives a new difeafe. 
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A conftant vapour o'er the palace flies; 
Strange phantoms rifing as the mills arife; 
Dreadful as hermits dreams in haunted shades ; 
Or bright, as vilions of expiring maids. 
Now glaring fiends, and fnakes on rolling fpires, 
Pale fpedres, gaping tombs, and purple fires: 
Now lakes of liquid gold , Elyfian fcenes , 
And cryftal domes, and angels in machines. 

Unnumber'd throngs on ev'ry fide are feen. 
Of bodies chang'd to various forms by Spleen. 
Here living tea-pots fland, one arm held out. 
One bent; the handle this, and that the fpout: 
A pipkin there, like Homer's tripod walks; 
Here fighs a jar , and there a goofe-pye talks ; 
Men prove with child , as p ow'rful fancy works , 
And maids turn'd bottles, call aloud for corks. 

Safe paft the Gnome thro' this fantafl:ic band, 
A branch of healing fpleenwort in his hand : 
Then thus addrell'd the Pow'r— Hail wayward Queen! 
Who rule the fex from fifty to fifteen : 
Parent of vapours, and of female wit. 
Who give th'hyfteric, or poetic fit; 
On various tempers a6l , in various ways , 
Make fome take phyfic , others fcribble plays ; 
Who caufe the proud their vifits to delay, 
And fend the godly in a pet to pray. 
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A Xympli tlierc is that all thy powT difdains, 
And thoufaiids more in equal mirth maintains. 
But oil ! if e'er thy Gnome could fpoil a grace .. 
Or raife a pimple on a beauteous lace, 
I^ike citron-waters, matrons cheeks inflame. 
Or change complexions at a lofmg game; 
If e'er with airy horns I planted heads, 
Or rumpled petticoats, or tumbled beds, 
Or caus'd fufpicion when no foul was rude., 
Or difcompol'd the head-drefs of a prude, 
Or e'er to coflive lap-dog gave difeafe , 
Which not the tears of brighteft eyes could eafe, 
Hear me, and touch Belinda with chagrin; 
That Angle acl gives half the world the fpleen. 

The Goddefs with a difcontented air. 
Seems to rcyecl him, tho' she grants his pray'r. 
A woiid'rous bag with both her hands she binds, 
Like that where once Ulyffes held the winds; 
There she collects die force of female lungs , 
Sighs, fobs, and paffions, and the war of tongues. 
A phial next she fills with fainting fears. 
Soft forrows, melting griefs, and flowing tears, 
The Gnome rejoicing, bears her gifts away, 
Spreads his black wings, and flowly mounts to day^ 

Sunk in Thaleftris' arms the Nymph he found. 
Her eyes dejecled , and her hair unbound. 
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Full o'er their heads the fwelling bag he rent , 

And all the Furies iflu'd at the vent. 

Belinda burns with more than mortal ire, 

And fierce Thaleftris fans the rifmg fire. 

O wretched maid ! she fpread her hands and cryd , 

( While flampton's echoes wretched maid ! reply'd) 

Was it for this you took fuch conflant care 

The bodkin, comb, and eflence to prepare? 

For this your Locks in paper durance bound , 

For this with tort'ring irons wreath'd around ? 

For this with fillets flrain'd your tender head, 

And bravely bore the double loads of lead ! 

Gods! shall the ravisher difplay your hair, 

While the fops envy and the ladies ftare! 

Honour forbid ! at whofe unrival'd shrine 

Eafe , pleafure , virtue , all our fex refign. 

Methinks already I your tears furvey , 

Already hear the horrid things they fay ; 

Already fee you a degraded toaft, 

And all your honour in a whifper loft ! 

How shall I , then , your helplefs fame defend ? 

' Twill tlien be infamy to feem your friend ! 

And shall this prize, th' ineftimable prize, 

Expof'd thro' cr}'ftal to the gazing eyes. 

And heighten'd by the diamond's circling rays, 

On that rapacious hand for ever blaze ? 
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Sooner shall grafs in Hyde-park Circus grow. 

And wits take lodgings in the found of Bow ; 

Sooner shall earth, air, fea, to Chaos fall; 

Men, monkeys, lap-dogs, parrots, perish all! 

She faid ; then raging to Sir Plume repairs , 

Anb bids her beau demand the precious hairg ; 

( Sir Plume of amber fnufi-box juftly vain , 

And the nice condu6l of a clouded cane ) 

With earneft eyes, and round unmeaning face. 

He firft the fnulT-box opened , then the cafe , 

And thus broke out— ^^My Lord, why, what the devilt 

5, Z,...ds ! damn the Lock ! Tore God, you mufl be civil ! 

55 Plague on't 'tis pafl a jefl— nay prithee, pox! 

55 Give her the hair 55 —he fpoke , and rapp'd his box I 

It grieves me much (reply'd the Peer again) 
Who fpeaks fo well should ever fpeak in vain ; 
But by this Lock, this facred Lock I fwear 
(Which never more shall join its parted hair; 
Which never more its honours shall renew, 
Clipp'd from the native head where late it grew) 
That while my noftrils draw the vital air. 
This hand, which won it, shall forever wear. 
He fpoke, and fpeaking, in proud triumph fpread 
The long-contended honours of her head. 

But Umbriel , hateful Gnofne ! forbears not fo ; 

He breaks the phial whence the forrows flow. 

Then 
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Then fee ! the nymph in beauteous grief appears , 
Her eyes half languishing half drown'd in tears ; 
On her heav'd bofom hung her drooping head, 
Which, with a figh she rais'd; and thus she faid. 

For ever curs'd be this detefted day. 
Which fnatch'd my beft my fav'rite ctirl away! 
Happy! ah ten times happy had I been, 
If Hampton-Court thefe eyes had never feen! 
Yet am not I the firft miftaken maid, 
By love of courts to numVous ills betray 'd. 
Oh had I rather unadmir'd remained 
In fome lone isle or diftant nordiern land; 
Where the gilt chariot never marks tlie way, 
Where none learn Ombre, none e'er tafle Bohea! 
There kept my charms conceal'd from mortal eye, 
Like, rofes that in defarts bloom and die. 
What mov'd my mind with youthful lords to roam ? 
O had I ftay'd and faid my prayrs at home! 
^Twas this, the morning omens feem'd to tell, 
Thrice from my trembling hand the patch-box fell; 
The tott'ring China shook without a wind. 
Nay Poll fat mute, and S^hock was moft unkind! 
A Sylph too warn'd me of the threats of Fate 
In myftic vifions, now believ'd too late! 
See the poor remnants of thefe flighted, hairs! 
My hands shall rend what e'en thy rapine (j^ares: 

V 
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Thefe in two lable ringlets taught to break, 
Once gave new beauties to the fnowy neck; 
The filler -lock now fits uncouth, alone, 
And in its fellow's fate forefees its own, 
Uncurrd it hangs, the fatal sheers demands, 
And tempts, once more, thy facrilegious hands* 
Oh hadft thou, cruel! been content to feize 
Hairs lefs in fight, or any hairs but thefe! 

CANTO V. 

Sfie faid : the pitying audience melt in tears; 
But Fate and Jove had flopped the Baron's ears. 
In vain Thaleflris widi reproach aflails; 
For who can move when fair Belinda fails ? 
Not half fo fix'd the Trojan could remain, 
While Anna begg'd and Dido rag'd in vain. 
Then grave ClarilTa graceful Avav'd her fan; 
Silence enfu'd, and thus the nymph began: 

Say, why are beauUes prais'd and honour'd moft, 
The wife man's pa(fion , and the vain 'man's toaft ? 
Why deck'd with all that land and fea afford , 
Why angel's calfd, and angel-like ador'd? 
Why round our coaches crowd the white-glov'd beaux 
Why bows the fide-box from its inmoft rows ? 
How vain are all thefe glories , all our pains , 
Unlefs good fenfe pref'erve what beauty gains: 
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That men may fay, when we the front-box grace, 

Behold the firft in virtue as in face! 

Oh ! if to dance all night , and clrcfs all day , 

Chaim'd the fniall-pox, or chac'd old age av/ay, 

TVho would not fcorn what houfewife's cares produce 

Or who Avould learn one earthly thing of ufe ? 

To patch, nay ogle, might become a faint; 

Nor could it furc be fuch a fm to paint. 

But fincc, alas! frail beauty muft decay, 

Curfd, or uncurUd, fince locks will turn to grey; 

Since painted, or not painted, all shall fade, 

And she who fcorns a man muft die a maid ; 

What then remains, but well our pow'r to ufe, 

And keep good-humour ftill, whate'er we lofe ? 

And truft me, dear ! good-humour can prevail 

"When airs, and flights, and fcreams and fcoldings fail. 

Beauties in vain their pretty eyes may roll; 

Charms flrike the light, but merit wins the foul. 

So fpoke the dame, but no applaufe enfu'd, 

Belinda frown'd, Thaleftris call'd her Prude. 

To arms, to arms! the fierce Virago cries. 

And fwift as lightning to the combat flies. 

« 
All fide in parries, and begin th' attack: 

Fans clap, lilks ruftle, and tough whalebones crack; 

Heroes and Heroines, shouts confus'dly rife. 

And bafs and treble voices ftrike the skies. 
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No common weapon in their hands are found; 
Like Gods they fight, nor dread a mortal wound. 

So when bold Homer makes the Gods engage. 
And heav'nly breafts witli human pallions rage; 
^Gainft Pallas, Mars; Latona, Hermes arms; 
And all Olympus rings widi loud alarms ; 
Jove's thunder roars , heav'n trcnibles all around , 
Blue Neptune ftorms, the bellowing deeps refound: 
Earth shakes her nodding tow'rs . tlie ground gives way 
And the pale ghofts ftart at tlie flash of day ! 

Triumphant Umbriel on a fconce's height 
Cla])p'd his glad wings, and fat to view the fight: 
Propp'd on their bodkin fpears, the fprites furvey 
The growing combat, or aflifl the fray. 

While thro' the prefs enrag'd Thaleftris flies, 

And fcatters death around from both her eyes y 

A l^eau and witling perish'd in the throng; 

One dy'd in metaphor, and one in fong. 

-. O cruel nymph! a living death I bear;„ 

Cryd Dapperwit, and funk befide his chair. 

A mournful glance Sir Fopling upwards call, 

.^'Thofc eyes are made fo kiUing ^'•— w^as his laft. 

Thus on Mccander s flowry margin lies 

Th' expiring Swan, and as he flngs he dies. 

When bold Sir Plume had drawn Clari fill down; 

Chloe ftepp'd in and kill'd him with a frown ; 

She 
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She fmird to fee the doughty hero flain; 
But; at her frnile the beau reviv'd again. 

Now Jove fufpends his golden scales in air, 
Weighs the mens wits againfl the lady's hair; 
The doubtful beam long nods from fide to fide; 
At length the wits mount up, the hairs fubfide. 

See fierce Belinda at the Baron flies, 
With more than ufual lightning in her eyes; 
Nor fear'd the chief th'unequal fight to try. 
Who fought no more than on his foe to die 
But this bold lord , with manly ftrength endu'd , 
She with one finger aud a thumb fubdu'd : 
Juft where the breath of life his noftrils drew^ 
A charge of fnuflf the wily virgin threw ; 
The Gnomes dired, to ev'ry atom juft. 
The pungent grains of tidllating dufl. 
Sudden, with ftarting tears each eye o'erflows. 
And the high dome re-echoes to his nofe. 

Now meet thy fate, incens'd Belinda cry'd, 

And drew a deadly bodkin from her fide. 

(The fame, his ancient perfonage to deck. 

Her great-gieat-grandfire wore about his neck. 

In three feal rings; which after, melted down, 

Form'd a vaft buckle for his widow's gown : 

Her infcint grandame's whiftle next it grew , 

The bells she jingled, and the whiftic blew; 

W 
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Tlicii in a bodkin grac'd licr mothers hairs, 
TVliich long she wore*, and now Belinda wcars.l 

Boall not my fall (he cry'dj inCulting foe! 
"Jliou by (bnie other slialt be laid as low: 
Nor think, to die dejecls my lofty mind; 
y\Il tliat I dread is lea\'ing yon behind! 
Rather than lb, ah let me (till furvive, 
And bnrn in Cnpid's flames, bnt burn alive. 

Reftore the Lock! she cries; and all around 
Reftore the Lock! die vaulted roofs rebound. 
Not fierce Odiello in fo loud a drain 
Roar'd for the handkerchief that caus'd his pain. 
But fee how oft ambitious aims are crofs'd. 
And chiefs contend till all the pri7.e is loft! 
The Lock, obtain'd with guilt, and kept widi pain, 
In ev'ry place is fought, but fought in vain: 
With fuch a prize no mortal mult be bleft, 
So Ileavn decrees! widi Ileav'n who can contefl? 

Some thought it mounted to the Lunar fphere, 
Since all things loft on earth are treafur'd there. 
There heroes wits are kept in pond'rous vafes, 
And beaux in fnufT-boxcs and tweezer-cafes; 
There broken vows, and death-bed alms are found, 
And lovers hearths with ends of ribbon bound ; 
The courtier's prom ifes, and fick man's pray'rs, 
The fmiles of harlots, and the tears of heirs, 
Cages for gnats , and chains to yoke a flea , 
J^ry'd butterflies, and tomes of cafuiftry. 
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But truft the Mufc-she faw it up\varcl rile, 
Tho' mark'd by none but quick, poetic eyes: 
(So Rome's great fouuder to the lieav'ns withdrew. 
To Proculus alone* coulefi'd to view ) 
A fuddeii ftar it shot tliro' h([uid air, 
And drew b('hind a radiant train olliair. 
Not Berenice's Locks firlt role fo bright, 
The heav'ns befpangling with dislievel'd hght. 
The Sylphs behold it kindling as it flies. 
And pleas'd, purfiie its progrel's thro' the skies. 

This the bcau-nionde shall from the Mall furvey, 
And hail with mufic its propitious ray: 
This the bleft Lover shall Ibr Venus take, 
And fend up vows from Rofamonda's lake. 
This Partridge soon shall view in cloudlefs skies, 
When next he looks thro' Galila^o's eyes ; 
And hence th'egregious wizard shall foredoom 
The fate of Louis , and the fall of Rome. 
Then ceafe,bright Nymph! to mourn thy ravish'd hair, 
Which adds new glory to the shining l]:)here! 
Not all die treffes diat fair head can boaft, 
Shall draw fuch envy as the Lock you loft. 
For, after all the murders of your eye, 
"When, after millions flain, yourfelf shall die; 
Vvhen tho-e fair funs shall fet, as fiet they muft, 
And all thole trc-ffes shall be laid in duft. 
This Lock the Mufe shall confecrate to fame, 
And 'midil the liars infcribe Belinda's name. 
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